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Intro: I’ll be quick, | promise. I’ve been posting stories on Fictionpress for a long 
time, but decided to quit when | started writing pieces with heavier themes such as 
this one. Plenty was briefly posted on Wattpad back in winter of 2024, but on 
Tumblr’s advice I’m uploading it to the Internet Archive instead. For questions or 
comments shoot us an email at mysticmeadows6@gmail.com, and check out our 
website at the-jimmys.neocities.org. 

Two other random bits of interest: firstly, this story is best enjoyed while listening to 
the Minecraft OST. Secondly, I... may or may not be guilty of taking inspiration from 
that one Sonic creepypasta. Sorry. 


It’s dusk, a dusk that would remind an Englishman fondly of the north, perhaps of a 
sheep farm somewhere in rolling, brackeny hills. And there is a farm nearby, on the 
opposite side of the village. 

Dede’s house overlooks the village, halfway up a large hill. It’s a very small house, 
even for as small a thing as Dede, as it only ever needs to house her. It has a 
thatched roof, and interlocking logs small enough that you or | might consider them 
sticks. There is a rocking chair on the front porch. Dede sometimes sits here and 
knits, or shells peas, her yellow-furred tail twitching occasionally in boredom. 

When she gets visitors, it’s normally school children, who are curious or energetic 
enough to climb the steep hill. They sit on the porch, and she tells them stories from 
when she was young. 

When she has good food to offer, she offers it, even knowing that these children 
have supper waiting for them at home. Everyone takes care of each other here, 
even if no one takes care of Dede. 

That is why Dede is putting off her errands tonight, because she doesn’t have good 
food or money to buy it with. She’d like to go down the hill, to the village, and spend 
the evening looking in shop windows. 

She looks out of her kitchen window, as the sun slips below the hill across the 
valley. She’s got about forty five minutes left of sunlight. 

The tea kettle whistles, and she turns away from the window, taking the large kettle 
in two tiny paws and pouring herself a cup of tea. She can afford one more 
distraction, and everyone knows cats love warm things. 

When the teacup is empty and in the sink and Dede is almost purring, she pulls a 
cloak around her shoulders, gloves onto her paws, and takes a basket from beside 
the door. 

Into the basket goes a large piece of butcher paper, a serrated knife, and a gas 
mask. 

She hesitates once more on the edge of the porch, steeling herself. Nobody but her 
goes to the battlefield, and even she doesn’t like it. But she leaves the comforting 
ring of light from the cabin, into the maze of gray-green grass dancing in the cold 
wind, along a path so often tread that the clay has packed hard as asphalt. 

Small bioluminescent motes and eddies linger in the path, on a warm summer night 
they would float into the air. They are part of why Dede can even put off her chore 
so late in the day, she can still see without lighting a torch and possibly revealing 
once and for all to the town what lies at the top of the hill. 

It’s thirty minutes climb to the top of the world, sometimes obscured by towering, 
cheerful clouds during the day, and even on million-mile-sky summer days the 
dome of the hill partitions the battlefield from view. 

Dede is tired by the time she makes it to the top, and sits on a brick-sized rock to 
rest for a few minutes. 

In some far corners of the field, poking up above the grass, the lights of some ships 
still flash warnings to long-dead crew, waging a losing battle with their ever draining 
batteries. 


The grass is short and stubbly in the little dip known as the battlefield, guarded 
around by spaceships like monoliths protecting a fairy circle. The grass is too short 
to hide the bodies, even from someone as small as Dede. They’re strewn 
everywhere, clustered around people they’d known in life, around and in the ships, 
anywhere they’d been when they finally succumbed. Every few years, when Dede 
was young, a new ship would arrive, and within an hour everyone would be dead. 
They came from everywhere and anywhere, nobly questing to befriend the 
universe. Dede’s mother had told her to feel honored that they remembered this 
little corner of the world to visit. But every explorer died. None made it down the 
hill, the village remained oblivious, if unnerved by the mountain. 

Then came investigators. Records showed missions going missing, and satellites 
showed where the ships lay, so crews of investigators came one at a time to try and 
find out why. 

Then they all died as well. No one lived to report home. 

The numbers had trickled off over the years as word spread and the planet was 
written off as a death zone, but every once in a while a new ship would arrive. 

For all Dede knew, they were all over the planet. She’d never been far from the 
village, so she didn’t know. 

She didn’t know why they died. Nobody killed them. They were uninjured. And in 
years, even decades of abandon, they never rotted, remaining pale and intact 
wherever they fell. 

Dede didn’t dwell hard on why this place existed. 

She couldn’t know, nobody had ever taught her. 

In labs somewhere, far away, the first unmanned probes had returned from Dede’s 
planet, with samples of the atmosphere. Rooms of scientists went from serious to 
shell shocked as the chemical analyses returned. 

The planet’s atmosphere was made up, primarily, of a chemical close in nature to 
methanol. In fact, Dede breathed in more of this methanol-adjacent than a human 
on earth breaths in nitrogen in a standard breath of air. 

There existed, in the current scientific advances, no way to keep this supertoxin 
out. No suits had been sent down strong enough to keep it from leeching in, even a 
few molecules absorbed into the skin, or breathed in, caused shutdown of nearly all 
it touched. The unfortunate victim suffocated from lack of breathable air while their 
lungs filled with pink foam and their livers and hearts failed. 

And once saturation was complete, the bodies had no agent of decay, either. No 
bacteria to tunnel through their flesh like ants in a rotting log, and their spacesuits 
prevented plants from growing into them either. 

They simply lay, pickled by the air around them. 

But Dede didn’t know this. She just knew that these bodies were both a blessing 
and a curse. 

Finally rested from the climb, Dede stretches her back and yawns, and cat fanciers 
would coo over how precious she looks. 

Baleful, she puts on her gas mask and takes her butcher’s knife from the basket and 
approaches the nearest body. Its suit is gone, she cut it off months ago. 


The creature inside was handsome, unlike some of the warty toad aliens or bundles 
of gray-green limbs. It’s only got a torso and four limbs, and a face... Or, it once 
had. Now it was reduced somewhat. Something like her own, although it doesn’t 
look enough like her to nauseate her. It’s missing its tail and fur, except for a mop 
on the top of its head, and its ears are funny shaped. 

She sends her sawing knife into its remaining forearm, the tawny flesh giving easily 
and the bone beneath only protesting a little. 

She wears a gas mask in case of any lingering alien vapors- her father met his 
death of exposure to oxygen, but she doesn’t know that. She thinks aliens breathe 
venom. 

The arm freed, she segments it once more at the wrist, wrapping it in the butcher 
paper and returning the parcel and her knife to her basket. 

She rests once more by the edge of the battlefield, her gas mask in her lap and her 
tiny, nimble fingers drumming a rhythm on it. 

Climbing the hill is not as easy as it once was, when she was young. She isn’t old, 
not yet, but if she had to carry meat up the hill instead of down it, she would need 
to buy a goat to carry it for her. She’s old enough, at least, that no men offer her 
flowers any longer, or ask her out to dinner. Not that many ever did, Dede being 
who she was, but she hasn’t been flirted with in years. 

Never again will a kitten sleep in the cradle in Dede’s bedroom, where she had slept 
when she was small. Her mother wouldn't like it, but Dede doesn’t care. When she 
is old and frail, she will climb the mountain a final time, and none, not of her line nor 
of any villagers, will ever see the place again. Dede muses that perhaps she will join 
the fallen in deathly slumber, unmarred by the passing of time. She won’t, though. 
She will rot when she dies, the only flesh in the mass grave to one day bear her 
bones to the wind. 

Dede doesn’t know this. As she reaches her porch, she frets, clicking her tongue 
against two tiny fangs, because she’s gotten blood on her dress. It’s stained 
through the calico and through two petticoats as well. 

It doesn’t matter, a little mercury will take the stain out. 

She leaves her basket on the kitchen table, going to her bedroom to change into 
another dress. If she’d gone down to the village, she’d have had to walk back up the 
hill again anyway. It’s easier this way. 

She hasn’t got any vegetables for the stew she’s going to make, but she has water 
and spices. That will be plenty. 


Description: 

Alone on a grassland planet, a species of darling little feline aliens go about their 
lives, wary only of the hill. This planet is considered a death zone in most circles. 
(I'll break the fourth wall to tell you this is a very passive story, with no antagonists. 
The cats aren’t edgy little killing machines Imao. Tone: somber, peaceful, almost 
cottagecore. /gen) 


Tags: space travel, alien planet, cottagecore, themes of superstition, scavenging, 
biological horror 


Trigger warnings: death, alcohol poisoning, gaseous/air poisoning, suffocation, 
graphic descriptions of organ failure, bodies laying out in the open, bodies not 
rotting/being preserved, semi graphic descriptions of rot, trypophobia, scavenging 
off dead bodies, a human gets eaten by an alien, and not just a predator, a sentient, 
thinking alien, dehumanized descriptions of a human body, semi graphic 
disassembly of a human body with a butcher knife, blood, mention of a mass grave, 
and themes of child neglect. 


